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BACK NUMBERS 


BLUSHES NINE 


More schoolgirls! 


More canings! 


More spankings! 
More of everything! 


£6 


A Collectors’ Edition 
enema 2%. RNR 


BLUSHES FOUR 


Newsround girls 
whipped, others 
chastised in 
domestic service. 


£6 


BLUGHES BLUSHES 
LPP] SUPPLEMENT 
Girls in Germany 
in 1936 
Spankings, canings 
fresh and original 
_ articles. 


£3.50: 


‘BLUGHES 


6.00 


BLUSHES 


SUPPLEMENT SUPPLEMENT 


BLUSHES TEN 


A young Civil Servant 
loses her knickers. 


A headmaster’s 
secretary loses rather more. 


More Reich Girls 


Schoolroom caning. 


BLUSHES 
SUPPLEMENT 
TWO 


Institutional 
“Whipping Horse” 
punishment 


Spankings and 
canings at home 
and at school. 
£4 


BLUSHES © 
SUPPLEMENT 


FOUR 


Linda's first in-he 

spanking experie 
Braces as you" 
never seen bef 

Preview of one of & 
new Uniform 


£5 


BLUSHES EIGHE 


Gym lesson caning. 
Reich Girl, 
Bedtime Punish 
and Girls 
in Detention. 


BLUSHES 
SUPPLEMENT 
THREE 


Home from school 
Uniform girl spanked 
Caning, strapping, 
Humiliation!! 


£4.00 


BROADWAY PUBLISHING 
15, WASTDALE ROAD 
FOREST HILL, LONDON SE23 


Back numbers still available: 
Cheques and postal orders to “BROADWAY PUBLISHING” 


BLUSHES ONE 


The first ‘Blushes’, 
with 16 pages of 
colour and delicious 
stories of schoolgirl 
and boarding school 
punishments 


BLUSHES TWO 


Military-style disci- 
pline for girls. 
Tutor’s way with 
naughty teenagers. 
Excellent 

photographs. 


£6 


BLUSHES FIVE £6 


A guardian's 
teenaged ward 
made to take her 
knickers down for 
spankings in front of 
a visiting “uncle”. 
Two schoolgirls at 
the mercy of a 
woman teacher one 
long half-term 
holiday. 


BLUSHES SEVEN 


The Guardians’ 
Club, Canes and 
Piano lessons, 
Bedtime caning 
and lots more! 
Excellent photos! 


£6 


BLUSHES THREE 


Domestic discipline, 
and exploitation of 
vulnerable young 
ladies. 


£6 


BLUSHES SIX 


Valerie, one of the 
nicest of the 
“Blushes Girls” is 
fully exposed and 
comprehensively 
punished. Others 
too, in the usual 
atmospheric _ 
“Blushes” style! 


A knock on the door. He 
glanced at his watch. Just 
midday...so she was dead 
to time. He would have 
expected no less.... 


Group Captain Brian Marshall’s office 
was to say the least, sparsly furnished. 
However, he liked it that way. His desk was 
bare but for his diary and a single sheet of 
paper. In front of his desk was a plain 
wooden chair; on the wall facing him hung a 
mirror. In this the Group Captain could see 
himself reflected. Vanity? Possibly... but the 
mirror had been there when he had arrived 
on the station and he had never bothered to 
have it removed. Now he looked into that 
mirror, seeing a head which was steadily 
balding and a face somewhat lined after 
twenty four years in the Royal Air Force — 
ever since he was twenty. One year to go 
before he could take retirement and a nice fat 
gratuity. But would he do that? Now, having 
risen steadily through the ranks to become a 
Station Commander, with his highly 
respectable rank, there were quite a number 
of perks which he would surely miss in 
civilian life. 

Like Flight Lieutenant Mary Rawlings, 
for example. He looked down at the piece of 
paper before him which carried her name, 
rank and number and a note from the Station 
Adjutant. This read — ‘The above is to be 
cross-examined regarding frequent trips to 
Pakistan when on leave and breaching of 


British Currency regulations.’ It promised to 
be quite an interesting little case, he 
thought. The Group Captain opened his blue 
bound diary and noted that the young lady 
was due in his office at midday. And she was 
young to be a Flight Lieutenant. Only twenty 
two according to her records. She must be 
very bright and efficient and could go to the 
very top in course of time. 

If, of course, she kept her nose clean. 
Which, by the look of it Mary Rawlings had 
not done. 

It’s hot in here, thought the Station 
Commander. Still, it would be unwise to 
open the double-glazed window or to pull 
back the curtain across the one window in 
that room. He had done that, he told himself, 
to keep out the strong sunlight but, he was 
secretly aware, there was another reason too. 
He stood up and removed his service jacket 
which proudly carried four braided blue rings 
on its sleeves. Then he hung it on the only 
other item of furniture in the room, a coat- 
stand. One would have imagined that, 
having spent five years in the ranks, a little 
bit of luxury would not have come amiss to 
Brian Marshall, but not so. Spartan-style 
living appealed to him. He still even took a 
cold shower every morning. 

A knock on the door. He glanced at his 
watch. Just midday...so she was dead on 
time. He would have expected no less. 

‘Come in....’ 

The door opened to disclose a smartly 

uniformed young woman with shortish, dark 
hair and brown eyes. She closed the door, 
about turned and literally marched up to the 
desk where she flung a salute at her Station 
Commander. 
‘Flight Lieutenant Rawlings reporting, Sir,’ 
she announced in a crisp, clear voice. She 
seemed well in control of herself, thought the 
Group Captain, though her cheeks were 
rather pink. That wasn’t make up, either. 
Well, this would be quite an ordeal for a 
woman in her position. He didn’t stand up as 
he would have done for a woman in civilian 
life. Wasn’t military etiquette. That was 
another thing he liked about Service life — 
you could treat the women just like the men. 
Moreover, the women had to show you 
proper respect and obey your orders. You 
would have found it difficult to handle some 
female office executive in the fashion he 
intended to handle this young woman. 

“You may sit down Flight Lieutenant.’ 

‘Thank you, Sir.’ He saw a pair of nice, 
straight limbs, noting that she did not cross 
them but sat rather stiffly erect in the upright 
chair. 

“You may remove your jacket if you wish, 
Flight Lieutenant,’ said Brian Marshall. ‘It is 
rather hot in here. In any event, I want to 
keep this as informal as possible.’ 

“No thank you, Sir,’ she replied, rather to 
his disappointment. Of course, he’d seen the 
girl around the Station quite frequently and 
they had exchanged formal greetings and 
pleasantries. However, in view of his rank, 
he had had to keep his distance and so had 
never had what you might call a close look at 
her. He would liked to have seen what was 
under that jacket; it certainly looked 
promising. Still, all in good time. 


‘You know why you are here, Flight 
Lieutenant?’ 

‘Not exactly, Sir.’ 

Could that be true, he wondered. She 
wasn’t stupid. Probably just being cagey. ‘It 
is, in the first place, about your frequent 
trips to Karachi.’ 

‘I spend my leaves there, Sir. That’s 
not an offence, is it?’ She was suddenly and 
defensively sharp. 

‘No,’ he replied. What she said was 
correct. ‘But it might be unwise, Flight 
Lieutenant. As far as your career is 
concerned, I mean. Your fiance is a 


Pakistani, is he not?’ 
The pink in the girl’s cheeks became 


rather more red. ‘He is,’ came the answer. 

‘But surely that is a personal matter.’ 

‘In the services,’ said the Group Captain 
with some gravity. ‘Some things cannot be 
entirely personal. It would not, for example, 
be very wise for someone in your position to 
be engaged to a Russian, would it?’ 

‘My fiance is not a Communist,’ 
answered Mary Rawlings stoutly. 

“You never know,’ said Brian Marshall. 
He had almost added ‘with these Wogs’ but 
bit it off just in time. It somehow annoyed 
him to think of this pretty young English girl 
having it away with some coloured bastard — 
even if he wasn’t actually a black. Like many 
service men, Brian Marshall was racist not 


‘You know why you are 
here, Flight Lieutenant?’... 


Most, most appealing! In 
her wide-eyed anguish she 
looked even prettier, he 
thought. Doubtless she had 
a severe reprimand in 
mind. Poor dear! She was 
in for quite a shock.... 


wanting to admit (or, perhaps, not even 
realising) that the race from which this man 
came had a longer history of civilisation than 
our own. Probably got a great big donger on 
him, was Brian Marshall’s typical Anglo- 
Saxon reaction. That annoyed him too. 
‘However,’ he continued, ‘that is just one 
aspect of this affair. There is a far more 
serious matter.’ 

‘Oh, what is that?’ The voice was 
defensive but a shade defiant. ‘Sir...’ she 
added after a pause. 

‘The matter of illegal currency dealing...’ 

Mary Rawlings frowned. ‘I don’t...know.. 
quite what you mean?’ 

Could she be genuinely ignorant about 
this? Naive, perhaps. Or simply bluffing it 
out? ‘You admit you regularly bring gold 
coins back from Pakistan with you? 
considerable quantities? Which your fiance 
gives you?’ 

‘Yes,’ came the straight reply. ‘It is his 
savings and they will be put to buying our 
home when he gets an Entry Visa.’ 

God, yet another immigrant, thought the 
Group Captain testily. ‘Are you not aware 
that this is illegal, Flight Lieutenant?’ he 
asked. 

The girl’s colour heightened further. She 
wriggled on her chair and unfastened the 
buttons of her jacket. It was either a nervous 
gesture or she was feeling the heat now... 
‘No, Sir,’ she answered quietly. 

Again he wondered if she were telling the 
truth. Not that it made any difference. 
Ignorance of the Law was no excuse. ‘You do 
not pay VAT on these coins, do you Flight 
Lieutenant?’ seeing the girl’s eyes widen 
with shock. Seeing realisation beginning to 
dawn in them. So, he thought, she 
hadn't known. That damned Paki had conned 
her. 

‘No, Sir,’ came a whispered answer. 

‘That, Flight Lieutenant, is an offence. A 
serious offence.’ 

‘I...[ didn’t know...’ she began. 

‘Nobody will believe that,’ said Brian 
Marshall flatly. ‘Especially at the present 
time when the Government is cracking down 
hard on such irregularities. Why, only the 
other day, a firm in the City was fined over a 
million pounds for doing what you have. On a 
larger scale, naturally. But the principle is 
the same.’ He paused. ‘TI am 
afraid, Flight Lieutenant, you are in serious 
trouble. 

Mary Rawlings agitation increased. Now 
her jacket was fully open and she was even 
fumbling with the tight restriction of her 
waist band. Approvingly, Brian Marshall 
noted the delightful swell beneath the white 
shirt-blouse. - 

‘I... didn’t know...’ she repeated. 

Brian Marshall shook his head sadly. 
‘That is no excuse, Flight Lieutenant. I am 
afraid this is a Court Martial offence.’ 

‘Oh no...NO...0OO!’ It was a dis- 
believing, despairing wail. Quite obviously a 
Court Martial was just about the worst thing 
in Mary Rawlings book. Rather naturally on 
account of her military training. 

‘Yes,’ said the Group Captain. ‘If I report 
this to the Ministry, lam sorry to say you are 
truly for the high jump, young lady.’ 


Deliberately, Brian Marshall adopted this 
informal mode of address and his tone was 
almost fatherly. Chiding, you might say. It 
seemed more appropriate now that he was 
approaching the ‘crunch’ of this so-called 


cross-examination 
Adjutant. 

‘Oh how awful...how awful!’ Mary 
Rawlings covered her face with her hands 
and bent forward. ‘I couldn’t bear that... 
oh...oh...why didn’t...he w-warn me?’ 

‘I am afraid your fiance will be arrested 
as well’ said Brian Marshall, putting the 
knife in. 

‘Oh no!’ the girl jerked upright, hands 
leaving her reddened cheeks. ‘That...that... 
would r-ruin his chances of c-coming here...’ 

‘Precisely,’ nodded the Group Captain. 
He would have liked to have smiled but 
refrained from doing so. 

Flight Lieutenant Rawlings began to cry 
softly. 


requested by his 


* * * * 


‘Kindly pull yourself together, Flight 
Lieutenant,’ said Brian Marshall. He had 
given the girl a couple of minutes for her 
weeping, now it was time to call a halt. Mary 
Rawlings stopped dabbing a sodden tissue to 
her eyes and pulled her shoulders back. That 
nicely emphasised the thrust of her breasts. 

She had now, at last, removed her jacket. 

‘Does it...does it...have to go any 
further?’ she asked tremulously. 

Brian Marshall raised his eyebrows. ‘I 
don’t know quite what you mean.’ He was, 
needless to say, very pleased by the query. 

‘Couldn’t —it...well...be dealt with 
Summarily...here?’ 

She would be aware, he realised that a 
man of his rank could deal with cases 
Summarily (if they were not too serious) 
awarding anything up to a Severe Reprimand 
which would go down against an officer’s 
record. Well, he thought happily, Flight 
Lieutenant Mary Rawlings is going to receive 
more than a severe reprimand if she is going 
to get out of this one! 

‘It is too serious an offence...’ 

Oh please...Sir...my whole career...my 
whole life...is at stake.’ 

‘I realise that,’ said Brian Marshall 
solemnly. He put his hands to his cheeks and 
tapped gently, allowing a long silence to 
ensue. ‘You are putting me in a very difficult 
situation, young lady.’ He was back to the 
fatherly touch. ‘Very...’ 

Mary Rawlings saw a chink of light. ‘Oh 
please...please...’ she gasped out. ‘I realise 
now it’s so serious. Yes...yes...I do. And, 
Sir, I am prepared to...to take your 
punishment, Sir. But, please don’t let it go 
beyond these walls. Oh please!’ 

Most, most appealing! In her wide-eyed 
anguish she looked even prettier, he 
thought. Doubtless she had a severe 
reprimand in mind. Poor dear! She was in for 
quite a shock. 

‘You say you are prepared to take my 
punishment?’ 

“Yes...oh yes!’ 

She was positively eager, was she not? 
That was good. ‘Are you sure?’ 


‘You say you are prepared 
to take my punishment?’. 


‘Take your knickers down, 
young lady.’ . 

‘Oh m-must 1?’ came a 
pleading wail. She was still 
turned away from him. 
‘They’re so...so thin...they 
won’t make any difference’ 


Still that 


“Yes...yes! Oh yes...sir!’ 
respect, even under stress. 

Another long silence filled that hot, bare 
room. He saw those mounds rising and 
falling fast under their thin, white covering. 

“Very well,’ he said at long last. ‘In that 
case, my dear, you will now remove your 
skirt.’ 


* * * * 


An intriguing couple of minutes ensued 
during which questions and answers went to 
and fro like a ping-pong ball over a net. 

Stunned at first, disbelieving, outraged 
even, Mary Rawlings kept asking the reason 
why. Did she have to? What did he intend? 
What was this all about? It wasn’t right that 
a senior officer would give such an order. 

‘Right or not...I’m giving it,’ stated Brian 
Marshall firmly. ‘It’s either that or a Court 
Martial.’ 

‘I suppose you’re going to rape me. It... 
it’s disgusting...for a man in your position...’ 
In her distress she had stopped calling him 
‘Sir’ now. For his part, he no longer called 
her Flight Lieutenant. A quite new and 
different relationship had sprung up between 
them. Something uniquely intimate. Nothing 
would ever be the same again. 

‘Rape you?’ he answered in mock 
surprise. ‘Oh no, my dear young lady, I’m 
not going to rape you. I’m going to cane 
VOUses 
“W-WHAT?’ 

‘...yes...you heard alright. I’m going to 
cane you. Six of the very best.’ 

‘Oh my God...’ once again that face was 
buried in those well-manicured hands. ‘Do 
you...do you really mean it? 

‘I do,’ came the prompt answer. ‘It may 
seem a little old fashioned to one of your 
generation, Mary, but its happened often 
enough before. Especially in the services. 
Had it, he wondered, realising he had just 
used her Christian name for the first time. 
‘It’s an easy way out when you think about it. 
All over in a few minutes and no one any the 
wiser. Yes...you think about that.’ 

Silence came again. He could see that 
Mary Rawlings mind was very concentrated 
indeed. Mulling over a Court Martial, 
thinking about her fiance’s ruin. Then 
comparing all that with a caning. Common- 
sense finally overcame the humiliating 
shame of the idea. 

‘Alright,’ she said weakly. ‘But do I have 
to take my skirt off?’ 

‘Yes,’ came the emphatic reply. ‘To be 
truly effective, a caning has to be given on 
the bare flesh.’ 

‘The...the b-bare flesh?’ The colour was 
flooding back again. 

‘That’s what I said. Now, get on with it, 
Mary...or get out and I’ll send the papers to 
the Ministry. Come along...we haven’t got 
all day.’ 

Almost joyfully, he saw the girl 
unfastening her waist band. ‘Oh this is 
a-awful...h-horrible...’ she was saying. 

‘Better than a Court Martial though. 
Agreed?’ 

Mary Rawlings gave him an almost 
savage look. ‘I...don’t know how a man...a 


’ 


man like you... 
into silence. 

‘It will be easier to get your skirt off if you 
stand up, Mary,’ said Brian Marshall with a 
casualness he did not feel. The old adrenelin 
was truly starting to flow. He had not been in 
this happy position for some time now. Aden 
had given him the last opportunity, hadn’t it? 
Yes...that WRAF non-comm who’d gone 
AWOL. What a bottom she had on her. He’d 
given her a dozen and she’d taken them 
really well. Mary had a much trimmer figure 
and she was getting officer treatment. Only 
six. He watched the girl turn so that her back 
was to him before she dropped her skirt. A 
pair of thin, white cotton panties were 
exposed and, to Brian Marshall’s delight, 
also a fancy little white suspender belt 
holding up a pair of stockings. So he was not 
the only old-fashioned one! Didn’t see many 
of those about nowadays, especially in the 
services. Very sexy. Mmmm...yes...a nicely, 
firmly-rounded young bottom. Very white 
skin. Ideally suited to a cane. 

‘Take your knickers down, young lady.’ 

‘Oh m-must I?’ came a pleading wail. She 
was still turned away from him. 

‘They’re so...so thin...they won’t make 
any difference.’ 

‘Take them down, Mary... it makes all 
the difference!’ snapped the worthy Group 
Captain. He stood up and opened the drawer 
of his desk — in which he had earlier placed 
the slim, whippy willow cane. It was always 
best to be well prepared in the services. 
Normally the cane was kept well hidden in 
one of his kitbags. 

Reluctantly...oh so reluctantly...the little 
briefs were pushed down. Down first to the 
tops of those tapering thighs. Then lower. 
The charming young bottom was quite bare 
but for the decoration of the suspender belt. 
That could remain, Brian Marshall decided, 
for it would certainly make no difference. 

“You will bend over my desk, young lady, 
and grip its far edge,’ he said, coming round 
to the front. As he did so, Mary Rawlings 
turned, hiding her bush from him. Brian 
grinned. She wouldn’t be able to hide 
anything when she bent over. He saw the girl 
trembling, heard her sobbing now. Yes, 
quite an ordeal. ‘Haven’t you got any guts, 
Flight Lieutenant?’ he asked with sudden 
sharpness. 

That did the trick. It was a challenge to 
the martial spirit which had been trained into 
her. With an even louder sob, the girl did as 
he had ordered. That well-formed bottom 
curved more tautly...the cleft widened 
between the nates...and Mary Rawlings was 
forced to display what she dearly wished to 
keep hidden. 

‘This is going to hurt, Mary,’ said Brian 
Marshall, his voice a little throaty. He tapped 
the taut flesh, seeing her flinch and twist. ‘It 
has to. Your crime was a serious one. I hope 
you realise that. I hope you fully under- 
stand.’ Whether she did or not, he got no 
answer. 

Brian Marshall raised the cane high and 
laid on a full-blooded cut. 

God, how she must have felt that! As the 
blood-red, twin-tracked weal leapt over the 
buttocks, Mary Rawlings jerked up off the 


she began, then spluttered 


desk, hands flying back to clamp to her 
squirming bottom. A bottom that went on 
squirming and squirming as, crying out 
breathlessly, she fell to her knees on the 
bare floor. 

Group Captain Brian Marshall’s teeth 
bared sadistically. He had enjoyed that... 
and he was going on enjoying it. Oh yes... it 
was good... very good... to be able to make a 
young woman squirm like this. 

Flight Lieutenant Mary Rawlings teeth 
were also bared. But hers were bared in 
pain. She had not enjoyed that cruel cut one 
little bit... and she was going on not enjoying 
it. It burnt and burnt...deep, deep. How was 
she going to be able to survive five more like 
that? 


* * * * 


It took far longer to cane Mary Rawlings 
than Brian Marshall had anticipated. And he 
didn’t mind one little bit! He was very happy 
for her to be so slow and reluctant to replace 
herself over his desk to receive the stroke to 
come. It gave him more time to study her 
shapely posterior...and the weals striping 
it...as well as other most attractive parts of 
the girl’s anatomy. 

He loved to hear her gasping and 
sobbing. He loved to hear her pleading so 
desperately. Yes...he was forced to admit to 
himself he was a real swine. Still, if you’re 
made that way, what can you do about it? 
Nothing really. Except to take full advantage 
of the all too infrequent opportunities that 
come one’s way in life. 

It was after the fourth stroke that Mary 
Rawlings took longest of all to get back into 
position. He had to keep threatening that 
Court Martial again... and then remind her 
she was over half way. When she did at last 
get herself stretched out once more...bottom 
twisting and flinching with dread, nates 
clenching and unclenching with dread... 
Brian Marshall deliberately kept her waiting. 
It all added to the severity of her 
punishment, he told himself. And to the 
intensity of his pleasure. 

Strokes five and six were finally, and 
fully, delivered and, for a long time, Flight 
Lieutenant Rawlings remained kneeling on 
the floor, hands pressing, eyes flooding with 
tears. Brian Marshall returned to his desk 
where, thoughtfully, he had made other 
preparations, apart from the cane. He 
opened a side-drawer and took out a bottle of 
brandy and two glasses. 

He could do with a good stiff drink and he 
reckoned, so would the girl when she had 
recovered somewhat. 


* * * * 


Kneeling by her, Brian Marshall had to 
force the first one down between chattering 
teeth. It had an instant and remarkable 
effect. Within a minute, Mary was seated 
(albeit very gingerly!) on her chair, 
extending her glass for a second shot. She 
had not, Brian noted happily, even bothered 
to put her knickers back on. Brian poured a 
generous measure for each. He was 
surprised at the pace with which Mary put it 


down, even though it made her choke. 

He suspected she was an amateur 
as far as booze was concerned. 

Brian was right. The shock of what had 
occurred, pushed Mary Rawlings into doing 
something she had never done before. That 
is, to drink strong liquor. Inevitably, after a 
couple of big ones, she was half tipsy. She 
extended her glass again, even grinning 
rather feebly at the two Group Captains who 
seemed to be seated behind the desk. 

‘I...mmmf...ummpphh....I’m glad that’s 
o-over...’ she stated. 

‘I expect so,’ nodded Brian sagely. He 
poured the girl a slightly smaller measure 
and was thankful she drank it more slowly 
this time. Didn’t want to have her passing 
out on him. 7 

Thoughts....very naughty thoughts.... 
were beginning to drift through his mind. He 
liked the way things were developing. With 
care, with a little nudge along the way here 
and there, who knew what might now 
happen? He was glad to see, the girl had 
made no move to replace her knickers. Let 
alone her skirt. That must mean something. 

‘Oh _ Lord...mmmfff...how my bum’s 
b-burning...oh you are a b-beast!’ 

What an unladylike word, he thought. 
And what a way to address your Station 
Commander! Yes, things were developing 
nicely. 

‘So it should be, you wicked girl,’ 
he said. ‘You know you deserve it.’ 

‘D-do I...mmfff....do I?’ Her speech was 
becoming more slurred. 

‘Yes, you do. Currency smuggling! 
Goodness me...I let you off lightly. You 
should have had a dozen across your 
backside.’ 

‘If you s-say so, Groupie...’ she 
giggled. ‘Oh Lord...I don’t think I could 
have s-stood that.’ 

‘You’d be surprised.’ He ignored the 
glass which was thrust at him again. ‘No 
more for the moment, miss,’ he said, helping 
himself. 

‘Oh you are a_ bastard...mmnffff... 
umnifff...f-first you...mfff...c-cane me... 
now...you d-deprive me...’ 

“You’re getting pissed.’ 

‘I don’t c-care...oh how my bottom hurts! 
It’s the only thing...that helps...’ 

‘I don’t know about that,’ smiled Brian 
Marshall. Ah yes, how wise it was to be 
always well-prepared! He opened the other 
drawer of his desk and took out a large jar of 
cold cream. ‘How about this?’ he enquired. 
Mary Rawlings gazed at it like a thirsty 
desert-traveller sighting an oasis. 

“‘O-oh...yes...yes...’ she cried. She stood 
up suddenly, gasping and wincing at the 
increased intensity of pain. ‘Oh let me...have 
some of that!’ 

‘Certainly,’ smiled Brian Marshall. 
‘Kindly go back over my desk, young lady.’ 

There was no reluctance now. Only 
eagerness. Nor, it seemed, was there any 
longer any embarrassment. As the Station 
Commander began to sooth cream on to the 
warm-soft bottom of his errant subordinate, 
he noted that the thighs were parted. Slightly 
but definitely... 


When she did at last get 
herself stretched out once 
more...bottom twisting and 
flinching with dread, nates 
clenching and unclenching 
with dread...Brian 
Marshall deliberately kept 
her waiting.... 
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they were lumpy and plain. ‘Randy’ was in 
quite a different league. 

Under the sheets he felt himself; he was 
getting hard again just thinking about the 
girl. Oh what wouldn’t he do if they were 
alone somewhere together! Even as it was, in 
that public ward, he wasn’t doing all that 
badly. Pity they hadn’t had a private room to 
spare...but, if they had, she would very likely 
not have been on duty there. Roger removed 
his hand from himself and drank some Barley 
Water. What a bore being in hospital was, 
especially if one didn’t actually feel ill. He 
was there for observation and tests — 
something to do with his kidneys. All a waste 
of time, he reckoned, still one had to look 
after oneself over forty. Good Lord, I must be 
more than twice her age! He felt far, far 
younger, though. There couldn’t be very 
much the matter with him, could there? 

Nurse Ross re-appeared. The white, 
paper cap she wore was slightly askew. How 
sweet! Those apple-round breasts danced 
deliciously under her simple uniform. Black 
stockings, commonsense shoes. I wonder 
what she’d look like in high heels? Even 
sexier, of course. Now she was coming down 
the ward....logking at charts, taking a 
temperature here and there. Trying to look 
more efficient than she really was. How 
sweet! She was approaching his curtained 
bed. Roger had persuaded her to pull the 
curtains around him every night, saying that, 
otherwise he would not be able to sleep. 
Needless to say, Roger had other motives! 

‘Nurse...’ he whispered as the girl 
approached. Her lips twisted petulantly. 
‘I’ve got a pain.’ 

A pretty blonde head was pushed through 
the curtains. ‘Where, Mr Granger’ she 
demanded. 

‘If you come in, I’ll show you.’ 

There was a resigned shrug and Mandy 
pushed through the curtains, almost 
automatically taking hold of the patient’s 
wrist and looking at the watch which was 
pinned to her swelling bosom. ‘Pulse above 
normal,’ she announced after a few 
moments. 

‘It_always is, when you come in here,’ 
leered Roger. ‘Don’t you want to know about 
my pain? Where it is, I mean?’ 

‘Ican guess,’ replied Mandy. She was not 
annoyed, simply half-amused, or so _ it 
seemed. 

‘It’s above my thighs but below my 
belly,’ grinned Roger. ‘Like to help cure 
it, Nurse?’ 

‘I would not,’ said Mandy firmly, with a 
toss of her blonde curls. ‘Really, Mr 
Granger. Can’t you ever think about 
anything else...talk about anything else?’ 

‘Not when you’re around, darling...’ 

‘That’s enough of that talk. I’ve got other 
patients to attend to.’ Mandy moved off and 
parted the curtains again. 

‘See you later,’ came a stage whisper 
from Roger. ‘I’ll have a present for you.’ 

Mandy Ross continued her tour of Ward 
D. Another present, she said to herself. That 


‘man was ridiculous with his money. He 


seemed positively eager to stuff a ten-pound 
note into her uniform. She wasn’t exactly 


short, of course, but money was money all 2 , No-one — just a noise, but 
the same. Damn it, she’d received over one suddenly her bottom feels 
hundred pounds since Roger Granger had : bi cis 
arrived on her Ward. And she hadn’t had to 
do very much; nothing she hadn’t quite 
enjoyed doing, for sure. A night nurse got 
very familiar with male bodies, male 
functions, male needs. Took them all in her 
stride. 
Am I not behaving like a tart, though, 
Mandy asked herself? She smiled. Maybe 
she was...and she couldn’t have cared less. It 
was fun; it relieved the monotony. Daddy 
would not have approved, all the same! 


One o’clock in the morning. All was quiet 
in Ward D. But there were still seven hours 
of duty to go. Mandy Ross yawned surrepti- 
tiously. Sister would have been most upset to \\i 
see her doing it openly. What a strict bitch ) 
that woman was! If I ever become like that, y ) i 
she thought, I’ll give up nursing. On the DM 
other hand, Mandy was not so stupid as not 
realise that discipline in such a service was 
essential. 
Discipline. The word hovered in her 
mind...taking her back to what Roger 
Granger had already hinted at a couple of 
times. Actually, more than hinted on the last 
occasion. He’d come right out with it. “By 
God I'd like to smack your bottom, young 
miss,’ he had said. Then he had squeezed a 
buttock cheek so fiercely he’d bruised her. 
Mandy had surprised herself by being so jf cae: A little coaxing, the tuck of 
little upset by the incident. In an odd way j iS a finger inside body-warm 
(not even wishing to admit it to herself) she ; knickers — 
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A zip that won’t work, and 
impatient fingers brushing 
soft pubic hair 


She looks away, embarras- 
sed by her nakedness and 
ashamed of her shameless- 
ness. For a moment, a 
thought come and then 
gone, she almost thinks she 
deserves to have her 
bottom spanked 
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gently. Roger Granger sighed. 

‘I meant what I said last night,’ he 
said after a little while. 

“What was that?’ 

‘Don’t tell me you’ve forgotten. About 


, 


smacking your botto 
‘Oh that...’ 
‘It’s something I want to do more than 
you can possibly imagine. Does that turn 


you off?’ 

‘No...I don’t think so.’ Mandy released 
her grip; things seemed to be getting too 
near the boil. ‘I don’t know, really. Nobody’s 
ever done it to me.’ She saw him smiling 
lecherously. : 

‘I’m glad about that. There has to be a 
first time.’ 


‘N necessarily. Some girls wo 


Moments of apprehension, 


with a warm _— hand 
plumping chubby _ bare 
buttocks — 


Struggling against the urge 
to splutter little protests, 
feeling her tits slip 
embarrassingly free of her 
bra —- 


hate it.’ 

‘But not you, I think.’ Roger was glad the 
girl did not deny it. That meant he was 
already well on the way to victory. ‘You 
know,’ he said, ‘there’s an awful lot more 
smack-bottoming goes on than most people 
imagine. Nothing serious, you understand. 
It’s all done for fun. Sexy fun. People like me 
aren’t sadists. We just add extra dimensions 
to what comes naturally.’ 

‘I think you’re wicked,’ smiled ‘Randy’ 
Mandy. Roger’s hands were fondling her 
breasts; she was beginning to get rather too 
worked up for safety’s sake. I’m on.... 
I’m on duty...she kept telling herself. All the 
same, she didn’t push Roger Granger’s 
hands away. 

‘What lovely tits you’ve got. So full...so 
firm..Mmmm...you’re beautiful.’ 

‘I’m not...’ 

‘I say you are. Mandy...listen...will you 
do something for me. So simple really.’ 
Roger grinned. ‘But it would make a sick 
patient feel a lot better.’ 

*What’s that?’ 

‘Show me your lovely bottom, you angel.’ 

Mandy didn’t know whether to be 
pleased or angry. What a cheek! ‘I couldn’t 
do that...not here, anyway.’ 

‘Why ever not? No one would know.’ 

‘Sister might come round the Ward. She 
does sometimes.’ 

‘Once in a blue moon. In any event, we’d 
hear her. Plenty of time to get straightened 
out. Come on, be a sport, my sweet. You 
can’t say I haven’t been kind to you.’ 

That was true, thought Mandy, and she 


didn’t even resent his allusion to the 
presents he gave her. Perhaps I’m getting an 
unexpected kick for being paid for playing 
around like this, she said to herself. Some 
women, she was aware, had a secret need to 
be humiliated in this way, from time to time. 
Was she one of them? Certainly she was 
discovering a lot about herself since this 
unexpectedly forceful man had arrived at the 
hospital. 

‘Yes, you have been kind,’ admitted 
Mandy. ‘And, do you know, I now know I’ve 
got a thing going for you.’ 

‘That’s my baby!’ Roger Granger pushed 
himself up in the bed...and his eyes 
brightened as Mandy lifted the skirt of her 
uniform high. ‘Let me take them down. Your 
knickers, I mean.’ 

‘Alright...anything that turns you on.’ 
Mandy smiled a little nervously as Roger 
reached out and pushed down her briefs. 
Who would ever have imagined anything like 
this happening in Ward D! She felt the air on 
her bare flesh; then she felt Roger’s hand 
kneading and squeezing the flesh of her left 
buttock. 

‘Oh what a lovely...lovely...bottom...’ 

He was turning her round; now he was 
looking as well as feeling. Not only did 
Mandy not mind, she found herself quite 
remarkably excited by what was going on. 
There they were, surrounded by somnolent 
forms, in a little oasis of sexual pleasure. It 
was the sheer unlikeliness of it all which 
appealed to her. This was something else! 

Roger was now patting her bottom 
cheeks. Not smacking them truly. Just 
patting them so that the flesh was set 
quivering. ‘Oh my God,’ she heard him 
saying, ‘just you wait until I get you out of 
here!’ 

“You mean...we’ll be meeting again?’ 

‘You bet your sweet life we will, Nurse 
Ross!’ 

Slappity...slappity...went his hand. 
Slapp...slapp. Then, suddenly...SSLLAAPP! 

It was a really hard stinging smack and 
Mandy uttered a gasping yelp. Then they 
both waited in tense silence to hear if anyone 
had been wakened. A half minute ticked 
away. Nothing. 

“You sod,’ whispered Mandy. 

‘I bet you liked it, all the same,’ grinned 
Roger. He pulled her down so that she sat on 
the edge of his bed. How lucky he was to 
have stumbled, by accident, across this little 
beauty! Who could ever have imagined a 
kidney complaint could have such rewarding 
compensations? ‘Something needs to be 
attended to, nurse,’ he said. ‘You might call 
it an emergency. If you follow me.’ 

‘I follow you,’ smiled Mandy. Her skirt 
was still up, her knickers still down. Into the 
bed went her hand. ‘It’s alright, Mr 
Granger,’ she said with mock primness, 
‘these sheets needed to be changed anyway.’ 

Roger lay back and prepared to enjoy 
himself thoroughly. 

But not as thoroughly as he would when 
he got out of the place! 


* 


* 


‘You’re being discharged tomorrow, 
Mr Granger.’ The Ward Sister, dressed in 
crisp blue uniform, looked down on him with 
hard, dis-passionate eyes. Roger felt rather 
like a carcass being thankfully disposed of. It 
just so happened that, in his case, he was 
alive rather than dead. 

‘Thank you for all you have done, Sister,’ 
he managed to say. ‘You have a marvellous 
staff here.’ 

‘Kind of you to say so, Mr Granger,’ 
came a matter-of-fact response. Then the 
dragon turned and stalked off down the 
ward. Yes, thought Roger, a marvellous 
staff. But, after tomorrow, that staff would 
be one short. Already he had broached the 
subject with Mandy Ross and she was giving 
him her answer when she came on duty that 
evening. However, Roger, confident as ever, 
was sure he already knew what her decision 
would be. 


‘You don’t really need a live-in nurse, do 
you?’ said Mandy. 

‘Who knows? I might have a relapse.’ 

‘There’s nothing the matter with you. 
I’ve checked up on all your tests and seen the 


doctor’s notes.’ 

‘I might catch Legionnaire’s Disease. 
Especially after being in this place.’ 

‘Oh shut up! I give in...’ 

‘So you accept my proposition?’ It has to 
be said that, on the previous day, Roger 
Granger had made Mandy Ross a most 
generous offer to live-in as his personal 
nurse for six months. Contract renewable. 

‘I accept.’ It wasn’t the money, Mandy 
told herself, there was something else, much 
deeper. A strange, unexpected attraction 
which she couldn’t entirely explain. Nor did 
she want to. But, at least, she was being 
entirely honest with herself. What was more, 
if this rather unusual liaison did not work 
out, she could always go back to Mummy and 
Daddy. She was on a winner to nothing. 

‘Good girl,’ smiled Roger. ‘I’ll arrange to 
have the limo. brought round here at eleven 
tomorrow. Meet you at the gates. Don’t tell 
them anything here. Just take a powder. 
Easier that way. After all, it’s not as if you’ve 
finished your training.’ 

‘What training is that, Mr Granger?’ 
‘Randy’ Mandy’s eyes were mischievous. 

Roger nodded happily. ‘Quite right,’ he 
said. ‘In another field, your training is just 
beginning. I believe, nowadays, they call it 
the Private Sector.’ 


Biting her lip, squirming 
across his hips, the sound 
of panted breaths and 
stockinged legs scissoring 
one against the other. 


please!’ panicky 
ost inaudible, 
her breath as 


sound of his 
ist her pushed- 
bottom pushed 
spank so that 


el y across his 
‘It’s about half an hour to Dennington : : : skirt and 
Grange, said Roger. He looked as fit as a riefs, 0 smack 
fiddle. Which he was. her botto I 
‘Does my patient require anything?’ “The. 
asked Mandy demurely. She was neatly, 
almost soberly dressed in a grey suit. 


Over, but not quickly. 
Tears of humiliation on her 
flushed cheeks, plump 
young bottom shivery with 
shock and embarrassment. 
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‘No more than you 
deserved, Nurse, and it’s 
no use pouting and saying 
otherwise. Now pull your 
knickers up before Sister 
comes — 
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Half term, and most of the boarders gone 
home to ride ponies and go to discos and 
generally to forget all about school for a 
whole week. Almost all of the girls, only 
three or four still in their dormitory rooms of 
an evening, those whose parents didn’t want 
their daughter’s home to complicate their 
social arrangements. Like, Nicola’s — 

Nicola waits miserably in the head- 
master’s private sitting room -_ the 
headmaster too is away, and the deputy 
head. Mr Russell, sees no reason why he 


shouldn’t make use of it’s comfortable 
seclusion on these occasions, ‘these 
occasions’ being those when a girl needs to 
be ‘disciplined’. Nicola is supposed to be 
‘ready’ when Mr Russell comes back from 
the village — gone to buy more smelly 
:>, tobacco for his pipe, most probably — but 


_» she knows she’ll hear his car pull up and 
there’ll still be plenty of time to kneel up 
and-and-and get her knickers down. The 
| thought of having to do so makes her tummy 

_ feel funny; she sits and stares at her hands 
and thinks about how she got trapped into 
her first bare-bummed spanking, a term and 
a half ago, before he’d persuaded her mother 
— who hadn’t needed much persuasion, as it 
_ turned out — to send her to school as a 
<. boarder even though her home was only 

_ three and a half miles away... 


The envelope with Nicola’ 's. nam - on a 
was lying on the hall carpet wher 
younger sister found it at breakfast tim 
innocent-looking bombshell as it turned out — 
for when Nicola glanced at its contents her _ 
stomach gave a lurch and she felt her throat 
go dry. She hastily folded the note and 
shoved it back in the envelope, fearful that 
her mother or Julie might see. A gulped 
mouthful of cornflakes almost choked her. 

“Anything interesting, dear?’ asked one 
mother across the breakfast table. 

No... -nothing.’ With difficulty Nicola eps 
her voice more or less on an even keel. 
Picturing again the words which had leapt at 
her from the paper she broke out into a cold 
sweat. 

Up im the privacy of her room she forced 
herself to have another look, this time 
reading it properly. 

Dear Nicola, 
It is my unhappy duty to take you to task 
on a disciplinary matter. On the evening 
of Tuesday last you were observed in the 
town in school uniform accompanied by a 
youth and behaving in a highly undigni- 
field and unsatisfactory manner. You 
were, for one thing, eating chips out of a 
newspaper in a_ public. street. Your 
conduct on this occasion broke several 
disciplinary rules, as you will know. It is 
my duty therefore to see that you are 
given a suitable punishment. 
Accordingly you will report to the Deputy 
Head tomorrow after school, taking this 
note with you. You will wear gym attire 
and you will wear no knickers under your 
gym shorts. I am instructing Mr Russell. 
that you are to be given a sound 
spanking. To ensure that you do not take 
this matter lightly I am _ further 
instructing Mr Russell that you are to 
have your shorts lowered and take the 
spanking on the bare bottom. 

The note bore the school crest and was 
signed by the Head. It was dated 31st of 
March which was yesterday. 

Re-reading it Nicola felt sick. It was 
impossible. She was 17 and a very grown-up 
looking 17 at that. Surely a 17-year old girl 
couldn’t be spanked nowadays. Especially on 
her bare bottom! She had never heard of it 
happening to anyone, not ever. Although of 
course it did say in the school prospectus 
something about corporal punishment could 
be used in extreme circumstances. Could it 
possibly be that it did happen but the girls it 
happened to simply kept quiet about it? 
Obviously you wouldn’t want to broadcast 
the fact. Shuddering, Nicola was quite sure 
she herself wouldn’t. . 

She looked at the note again — to 
convince herself that she hadn’t dreamt it. 
No, it was real all right. She shivered, 
imagining the unthinkable. Mr Russell’s 
hand smacking down on her bare bottom. 

With a sort of empty sensation in her 
stomach Nicola went to the bathroom to 
brush her teeth and do her hair. She was 5’6” 
and well-built, a pretty blue-eyed blonde, but 
the pretty face in the mirror did not have its 
usual cheerful appearance. It was 8.30. In 
just over 7 hours she would be in Mr 
Russell’s room. | feel sick, she thought, but 


leave. . 

‘Home at the usual time, dear?’ It was 
her mother’s routine query and routinely 
Nicola said yes. Today she said, ‘I...I’m 
not sure, Mum. There... there may be 
something on.’ — 

She slipped on the green school blazer. 
Green blazer, blue calf-length pleated skirt, 
green-and-blue tie. It was what she had on 
on Tuesday evening because she’d been 
working late in the library. And then 
someone had seen her with Brian Parker and 
those bloody fish and chips. Nicola thought 
for a moment. Her gym things? Then she 
remembered they were at school. She felt 
sick again. 


y the feeling passed. It was time to 


* * * * 


3.40 standing outside Mr Russell’s door 
Nicola was naturally feeling even sicker. The 
dreadful moment of truth had arrived. She 
had gone through the day in a dream with 
just that one sick-making thought oblite- 
rating everything else. Being over Mr 
Russell's lap (presumably) with her gym 
shorts down and her, as she thought, rather 
big bottom on display. Nicola had naturally 
said nothing to anyone about her coming 
humiliating ordeal, and had tried to act as if 
everything was normal. It had not been easy. 
She had actually had Mr Russell for one 
lesson and had not been able to look him in 
the eye. But the Deputy Head had acted 
quite normally and had himself given no 
Sign... 

Nicola forced herself to knock and his 
voice said ‘Come in’. He looked up from his 
desk, queryingly. Mr Russell was not old, 
perhaps 45, quite tall. He had blue eyes. 
some girls thought he was very dishy. Some 
girls might even welcome the situation 
Nicola was in. Her knees felt as if they were 
made of rubber. 

“Yes, Nicola?’ 

She closed the door and shuffled forward, 
face bright red. Nicola had her raincoat on 
but underneath was dressed as the note had 
directed. Her white sleeveless gym top and 
tight blue gym shorts plus white ankle socks 
and gym shoes. She was wearing a bra but 
her knickers were back in the changing room 
with her other clothes. 

The shorts anyway were very snug 
fitting. Nicola had had them since the Fifth 
form and now really needed a size bigger for 
she had filled out a bit since then. Her big 
bottom as she thought of it. Her mother told 
her not to be silly, it wasn’t big just nice 
and anyway she would find that most men 
liked a good-sized bottom on a girl. At 17 
Nicola wasn’t really interested in that yet, 
although she realised that the male sex was 
interested, in her bottom and in her firm full 
breasts. Right now, though, there was only 
one male she had to be concerned about. 

Mr Russell repeated his querying ‘Yes, 
Nicola?’ as if he didn’t know why she had 
come. Numbly she thrust out the letter. He 
took a long time reading it through, almost as 
if it was all news to him. Finally he looked 
up. His face was perhaps slightly pink, 
though nothing compared to the rosy flush on 


Nicola’s cheeks. 

“Yes Nicola. Of course. Must behave 
properly in public, mustn’t we? Take your 
coat off then.’ 

It was happening. Somehow Nicola had 
had a vague idea that he might say the letter 
was to teach her a lesson, scare her so that 
she wouldn’t do it again, and then give some 
more acceptable punishment. Detention or 
something. Her fingers were all thumbs as 
she fumbled with the raincoat’s buttons. 

‘Put it on the chair.’ Mr Russell had got 
up and went over to the door. Nicola heard 
the lock click. He came back and sat down on 
a chair at the side, not behind his desk. 
“Come here then.’ 

She stood trembling in front of him, 
somehow feeling naked in her gym clothes. 
Mr Russell simply said, ‘OK, drop your 
shorts.’ 

Nicola gulped. For a moment the room 
went round and round. ‘Pl...please Sir,’ said 
a small whisper. 

“You read the note, Nicola.’ Mr Russell’s 
voice was crisp and authoritative. ‘You saw 


_ the Head’s instructions. So please take down 


your shorts.’ 

Somehow her hands did it. Struggled the 
tight shorts down off her full flanks. ‘Right 
down,’ Mr Russell ordered. They came right 
down. Automatically one of Nicola’s hands 
came across to cover her light brown bush. 
Mr Russell took hold of her arm and the next 
thing Nicola knew she was over his lap. 

‘Uuuggghhh! A moaning gasp at the 


first electric touch of his hand on her bare 


bottom. Nicola thought she was going to 


The sound of a car 
coming up the drive, 
and Nicola kneels up 

in sudden panic to 

see that it is his car 
— he’s back from 
the village and she 
is supposed to be 
ready with her 
knickers down — 


ng, not yet, just 
is lap. One hand 
he small of her 
yp ended. There was a 
anking did start. 
aurning fears of what 
amply justified. It was 
ad imagined, if not 
ig, that hard splat/.. 
cally cracking down 
forse was the truly 
ient. To be lying there 
rear on display and Mr 


tom peste flattening and 
each repeated impact. No, 
perienced for the full horror * 


kept it up for some 
ie time, until Nicola could feel her 
slutely glowing all over. At last he did 
he was being helped to her feet. 
m up,’ he said. Nicola couldn’t see 
rly. She wasn’t actually crying but her 
bottom lip was trembling and there was an. 
awful lot of moisture in her eyes. 

‘Blow your nose if you need to,’ Mr 
Russell said. 

Nicolad had now got her shorts back up 
and was at least over the worst of the shock. 
She couldn't bear to look him in the eye, 
though. 

“Well that’s that,’ Mr Russell observed. 
‘I’m sure it'll teach you a useful lesson 
because we certainly don’t like our girls 
wandering about the streets eating fish and 
chips. By the way, are you familiar with the 
Head’s signature?’ 

Blinking, Nicola looked at him and then 
away. ‘Yes...yes sir. I think so.’ 

‘Oh. Because the signature on your letter 
is quite a good copy but not what I would call 
a first-class one.’ 

Mr Russell’s words took some time to 
sink it. Nicolas was after all still in something 
of a state of shock. 

“Wha...what, sir?’ 

‘The signature, Nicola. A forgery. And 
you know today’s date of course. The first of 
April.’ 

The penny finally dropped. Nicola’s 
mouth opened and closed again without any 
words coming out. There was really nothing 
to say and if there had been Nicola was in no 
state to say it. She weakly dabbed at her face 
as two tears rolled down her cheeks. 

‘Don’t take it too hard,’ smiled Mr 
Russell. “Someone’s had their little joke. One 
of your schoolmates I suppose.’ 

She felt utterly utterly sick. At being so 
stupidly. en in and also at the fact that Mr 


erie weren " oul I think the 
now is to forget all about it. I 
nd I don't suppose you will. Your 
rankster will assume that nothing 
By the way, any idea who it was?’ 
Nicola shook her head mournfully, doing 


her best to stem the tears. Mr Russell put his 
arm round her. 

“Cheer up. Just a little April Fool’s fun. 
We’ll forget about it and no one will be any 
the wiser. Off you go then.’ 

He gave Nicola a playful smack on her 
bottom — an unwelcome reminder of what 
had to be the worst 15 minutes of 
Nicola’s life. 


* * * * 


When she got over the worst of the 
shock and humiliation Nicola’s first thought 
was to think who could have played such a 
trick. For several days she went about 
surreptitiously watching for any word or sign 
that might give a clue but really there wasn’t 
any. Once or twice she thought she had 
detected some suspicious action but on 
reflection Nicola had to admit it didn’t 
amount to anything. She knew the best thing 
would be to forget all about it, as Mr Russell 
had advised, but she couldn’t. And the main 
reason she couldn’t forget was to be 
Mr Russell himself. 

Two weeks after April Fool’s Day he 
called Nicola into his office again after school 
with some complaint about an essay. He felt 
she hadn’t been trying very hard, he said. He 
gave a funny little smile. 

‘But we know what we can do to smarten 
you up, don’t we, young lady?’ 

Nicola flushed knowing full well what he 
meant. It wasn’t a very good joke as far as 
she was concerned. She shifted unconfort- 
ably on her feet, recalling all too vividly that 
horrendous afternoon. As_ she _ stood 
uncertainly at his:desk Mr Russell got up and 
went over to the door. Nicola heard a distinct 
click of the lock. Like that sick-making 
afternoon two weeks before. 

‘Come on then,’ he said, his voice a bit 
tense. 

Nicola just looked at him as Mr Russell 
went to sit in that self-same chair at the side. 

‘Come on,’ he repeated. ‘Drop your 
knickers, Nicola dear.’ 

‘No!’ she gasped. 

‘Yes, Nicola. I’m going to spank your 
bottom again. And I don’t think you’re going 
to complain to anyone because I’m sure you 
wouldn’t want that ‘April Fool’s joke that you 
fell for spread about the school. Now would 
you?’ 

‘That’s blackmail,’ Nicola whispered. 

Mr Russell smiled. ‘I wouldn’t call it that. 
Let’s simply say a Deputy Head using 
whatever disciplinary means are at his 
disposal. Now are you going to slip your 
knickers down yourself or shall I do it for 
you? I should quite enjoy doing it.’ He 
smiled again, a cat with the cream. ‘You can 
take your blazer off first.’ 

Nicola couldn’t believe it. It was 
blackmail but what could she do? She slipped 
off her blaser and put it on his desk. She was 
in school uniform of course, not the gym 
outfit. Blouse and tie and skirt. Not looking 
at him her hands went up under the pleated 
skirt and fumbled underneath. 

“Are they downl?’ 

She nodded, tight-lipped. 

‘Good’. Mr Russell took her arm and 


pulled Nicola forward, then down. She was 
over his lap again, and again with that awful 
feeling of wanting to be sick. She felt her 
skirt being pulled up, over her back. Her 
knickers were brief pink nylon. Mr Russell 
was pulling them further down, to Nicola’s 
knees. His hand on her bottom again. Openly 
fondling a bit this time. And then spanking. 
Hard juddering spanks, each one making a 
sharp pistol-like crack. It seemed to go on 
and on while Nicola just lay there, not 
struggling, simply soaking up the sharp pain 
and the humiliation. 

Afterwards, as she struggled her knickers 
back up, Mr Russell was friendly, perhaps 
even slightly anxious. Perhaps he was just a 
little bit afraid Nicola might tell and then he 
could be in trouble. Because although the 
school prospectus did mention corporal 
punishment in general terms it certainly said 
nothing about spanking girls on their bare 
bottoms. But Nicola wasn’t going to tell — 
not if it meant the whole humiliating story 
coming out. 

‘It doesn’t hurt, does it?’ he queried 
sympathetically. ‘And I’m sure we’re still 
friends, aren’t we, Nicola?’ 

Nicola didn’t answer. It seemed stupid to 
say either yes or not. But she could guess 
that as soon as Mr Russell got another 
excuse she would be back in here taking her 
knickers down again. 

He gave her a charming smile. ‘By the 
way, any ideas yet on who sent that letter?’ 

Nicola shook her head. 

Mr Russell shook his too. ‘Someone out 
there,’ he mused. ‘But at least if you say 
nothing their joke’s fallen rather flat, 
hasn’t it?’ 

Say nothing and let him keep smacking 
my bum, Nicola thought unhappily. But she 
was caught in the predicament of not having 
any choice. 


* * * * 


Graham Russell, after Nicola had left, sat 
at his desk pleasantly reliving the heady 
episode. She certainly had a marvellous 
bottom. And big girls really should be given 
more of that treatment. It was very good for 
them and it was most unfortunate that 
society nowadays had rather gone off that 
sort of thing. Next time, he thought, he 
might even take the strap to her: That would 
be really something. Spanking, though, did 
afford the wonderful intimacy of hand on 
bare bottom. 

Taking up his pen he started idly 
doodling. The Headmaster’s signature. He 
had told Nicola it wasn’t perfect but really it 
was a very good copy. It had all gone quite 
marvellously; no problems and quite fool- 
proof. He’d have to try it on another one next 
year, another little April Fool’s trick. 
Perhaps June Billington, with the big boobs. 
He rather fancied her as well. 

But until then there was Nicola Wilson. 
Pretty Nicola who had quite big boobs 
anyway plus a really lovely bottom. Nicola 
who was clearly going to be nice and co- 
operative. Next week, he thought. There’s 
bound to be something wrong with her work 
again next week. : 


Bottom thrust up 

and back, ready for 
smacking. She hears 

his footsteps in the 

« corridor and gulps 
unhappily. The door 

* . handle turns and 

@- there he is _inhis 

2 and he holds a long 
whippy cane __ 


TRUMPET IN 


‘The gel’s a_ trumpeter, 
isn’t she, petty officer?’ 
‘Not exactly sir. In the 
Naval Cadet Corps we call 
them buglers’. 

‘Do you indeed?’ The 
Brigadier, on his Ministry 


Approved tour of inspec- 
tion, eyed the tall blonde 
‘bugler’ and thought she 
would do very nicely. 


‘Could you arrange for me 
to have her as my sstick 
man, petty officer?’ 
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‘Yes sir,’ said the P.O. 
‘although we call them 
messengers’. 

‘Indeed!’ said the Brigadier. - 
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Afiats what | call a nice 

of buttocks’ thought 
the Brigadier, ‘Firm and 
Plump and_ whippable. 
Wonder what they'd call a 
bum like that in the Naval 
Cadet Corps.* 


‘In the Army, my gel, we’d 
say you didn’t know your 
instrument’ declared the 
Brigadier, when the girl 
had given him a_ private 
demonstration of her lack of 
technique. 

‘Yes sir,’ said the girl, 
rather ruefully. ‘But I’ve 
only been playing — six 
weeks, sir’ she said. 

‘We'd say that was a poor 
excuse, my gel, in the 
Army’ said the Brigadier. 
‘Now then, bend over and 
stick your bottom out.’ 
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With her shorts down the 
girl looked even more 
eligible for a caning. The 
Brigadier, therefore, lost 
no time in doing just that. 


He caned her in a sort of 
slow two-three time, like a 
waltz. A real stinger, full 
across the buttock cheeks, 
followed by two whippy 
little strokes up under her 
bum to keep her on edge 
whilst she squirmed her 
bottom and tried to keep it 
out for the cane as she’d 
been told, then another 

hard stroke, and so 
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‘In the Army, my gel,’ said 
the Brigadier, ‘this is what 
we'd call a good caning, 
what!’ 

‘Ooogh!’ said the girl, 
in between sobs, and 
‘Ooogh!’ again. 


‘This is what we’d call 
disobedience!’ declared the 
Brigadier, as the girl quite 
lost control of herself and 
kicked and wriggled and 
collapsed eventually to her 
knees. 

‘Now then, get up,’ said the 
officer at last, and watched 
while the girl was made to 
take off her webbing and 
then put it on again, 
without her tee-shirt and 
without her shorts. 
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‘Ten minutes — double- 
marching on the spot’ said 
the Brigadier, and strode 
away. The petty officer 
said, under his breath, 
‘that’s what we’d call an 
over-zealous officer, in the 
Naval Cadet Corps, my girl.’ 


The girl sniffled and 
rubbed at her bottom as she 
began to double-march on 
the spot, and thought of 
lots of things she’d call 
him, if only she were not in 
the Naval Cadet Corps! 
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A blustery night; a timid knock at the 
door of a scary old building at the 
top of a windswept hill. A; waif of a 
girl in a rain-soaked summer dress 
stands nervously on the doorstep. 

Her dress clings to her wet body — 


BLUSHES SUPPLEMENT 5 


P ength. 


All these excellent-value videos at £45 each, direct from: 


THE SPANKING INTERVIEWS NO.1 THE SPANKING INTERVIEWS NO. 2 


When your favourite spanking magazine Editor puts an ad in the paper for models 
he is very surprised at the result. Not only do amateur models apply but also a top 
fashion one, there are a couple of beautiful girls you will have seen in the pages of 

MEN ONLY and CLUB INTERNATIONAL, a schoolgirl trying for her first job, the 
reluctant girlfriend brought along by a well known London playboy and the usual 

city secretary trying to make the big time. With the editors secretary getting a girl 

from the local coffee bar during lunch break, it makes a total of 9 girls. What 
happens to them?? Well somehow our lecherous editor manages to persuade them 
they should ‘‘audition”’. Using canes, a switch, strap, slipper, riding crop, a tawse 
and hair brush and not forgetting the old school ruler, and his very red hand, each 
of them ends up being thoroughly punished and abused, not to mention 
interfered with. 
The result on the girls is very interesting indeed and should not be missed, we see 
a young very reluctant blonde turned into a screaming nympho with even 2 men 
and 1 girl beating her and playing with her at the same time, and unable to give her 
satisfaction. You will also see a very “upper crust” lady with a fantastic brown 
body, beaten to a point of sexual arousal where she cannot resist interfering with 
herself. Then there are the 2 girls who have always been close friends find their 
friendship takes on a new meaning before your very eyes as they are beaten at the 
same time and can only find solice in each other. THESE SCENES ARE REAL AND 
HAVE NOTHING TO DO WITH THE STORY LINE, THEY WERE FILMED AS 
THEY HAPPENED.... and there is more.... and you will see many tears. 
To say the publishers were pleased with the result is an understatement, so much 
so that they were unable to decide on enough to cut out so we end up with almost 
hour long films. EACH PRICED AT £45.00. 


Cheques and postal orders should be made payable to 
“BROADWAY PUBLISHING”. 
Please be sure to state whether VHS or Betamax format is 


required. 
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WHAT?’S IN 
BLUSHES UNIFORM GIRLS 
NEXT TIME? 


FIND OUT IN JULY 


